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The Tnxgedte of Hamlet 

Will not perufc the foilcs, fo that with eafe 
A SworV *h k ^ uffl j n S’ y° u roa y choofe ’ 

A S word vnbated^and in a pace of praflife. 

Requite him for your father. 

Eaer. Twill doo’c, 

And for the purpofe, He annoint my Sword 
I bought an Vnflionofa Mountebanke ' 

So mortaH, that but dip a Knife in it, 

SfT^r aWe * Woud, no Cataplalme fo rare 
Collc&ed from all funnies that hauc vertue 

ThTcr M r° M V an fauechc ebiogfrotn death 
That ,s but fcratcht with all lie touch mv point 

With this contagion, that if I galf him flightlv itmavh.d- t 

Ktng. Lets further t hi nice of this. 8 ^ y be deatk 

Weigii what conux iance both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fcape if this fliould fade, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance 
Twere better not affayd. Therefore chisprLa, *' 

Should haue a backe or fetond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofej foft let me fee, 

Wee’ie make a folemnc wager on your cunninps, 

Ihau t, when in your motion you are hot and dric 

As make your bouts more violent to that end * } 

And that he cals for dnnke, Hehauepreferd him 
A Challice for the once, whereon but fippine. 

If he by chanceefcape your venom’d ftuck 
Ourpurpofc may hold there; but flay, what noife l 

Enter Queene. 

(gff. One woe doth tread vponanothersheele 

i»o falx they follow; your fillers drownd Laertes' 
x*«r.Drown’d,0 where ? 

rfen7 herC ! Sa f i,,OW 8 rowes afeaunt the Brooks 
That fhovves his hoarie leaues j n the glaflie ftreame. 

There with fantaflickgarlands did fhe make 
Of Crow- flowres Netties, Dafies, and long Purples, 

That liberal! Shepherds gme a groffer name? P 

Thmoneh 0 d ^ menS % Crs cil <h«fll» 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weed & 

Clam- 






Prince o/Denmarke. 

V j \i,.rmaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

Is one incapable of her owne diftreffe. 

Or like a creature natiue and mdewed 

Vnto that element, but long it couM not be 
Tdl that her garments hcauy with therr drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 

T0 ^Al.fttnUfl. e d raW n'a. 

^ Tm moth of er baft thou poore OfhtlM, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 

It is our trick, nature her cuftome holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefc are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 

Ihaue a fpeech a fire that faine would blaie, 

But that this folly drownes it ^xu. 

King. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

H' w much I had to do to calme his rage, 

Now feare I this will giue it ftart againe. _ 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clomes. 

down. Is (he to be buried in Chriftian burial,when {he wilfully 

othe. I tell thee {he is , therefore make her graue ftraight, the 
Cv owner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

ClewMovi can that bc,vnkffc fhc drown’d her felfe in her own 

defence, 

Orfc.Why tis found fo. . , 

Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be clfe, for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an a&, and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to do, toperforme,orall ;ihe 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

Otfe.Nay,buthere you good man deluer. 

Clow. Giue me lcaue, here lies the water, good, here Rands the 

L 3 man, 






